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Clo. I am a woodland fellow fir, that alwaic* loued 
a great fire, and the ma ftcr I fpcak of euer keeps a good 
fire, but fure he is the Prince of the world, let his Nq- 
bilicie remainc in s Court. I am for the houfe with the 
narrow gate, which I take to be too little for pompcto 
enter: fome that humble themfelucs may, but the ma¬ 
nic will be too chill and tender, and theylc bee for the 
flo wric way that leads to the broad gate, and the great 
fire. 

Luf. Go thy waies, I begin to bee a wcarie of thee, 
and I tell thee fo before, bdcaufe I would not fall out 
with thee, Go thy waycs, let my horfes be wel look’d 
too.without any trickes. 

Clo. If I put any trickes vpon cm fir, they (hall bee 
lades trickes, which are their ownc right by the law of 
Nature. 

Laf. A ftirewd knaue and an vnhappie. 

Cady. Soai*. My Lord that’s gone made himfclfe 
much (port out ofhim, by his authoritie hee rcmaincs 
heere, which he thinkes is a pattern for his fawcineflc, 
and iadeede he has no pace, but runnes where he will. 

Laf. I like him well, ’tis not amiflc:and I was about 
to tell you, fince I heard of the good Ladies death, and 
that my Lord your fonne was vpon his returne home. I 
moued the King my mafter to fpcake in the behalfc of 
my daughter, wbfich in theminoritieofthem both, his 
Maieftie out ofafelfe gracious remembrance did firft 
propofc, his Highneffc hath premis’d me to doe it, and 
toftoppe vpthedifpleafure he hath concerned againft 
your fonne, there is no fitter matter. How do’s your 
Ladyfhip like it? 

La. With veriemuch content my Lord, and I wifli 
it happily effected. 

Laf. His Highnefie comes port from MarceBus, of as 
able bodie as when he number'd thirty, a will be heere 
to morrow, or I am dccciu’d. by him that in fuch intel¬ 
ligence hath feldome fail’d. 

La. Irreioyces me, that I hope I (hall fee him ere I 
die. I haue letters that my fonne will be heere to night: 

I (hall befeech your Lot dihip to remainc with mec, till 
they meete together. 

Laf. Madam, I was thinking with what manners I 
might fafely be admitted. 

Lad. Younecdcbuc pleadeyour honourable priui- 

ledge. 

Laf. Ladie, of that I haue made a bold charter, but 
I thankemyGod, it holds yet. 

Enter Clov>ne.~ 

Clo. O Madam, yonders my Lord your fonne with 
a patch ofveluet on’s face, whether there bee a fear vjb- 
der’t or no, the Veluet knowes, but’tis a goodly patch 
of Veluet, his left cheekeisa cheeke of two pile and a 
halfe, but his right cheeke is wornc bare. 

Laf. A fearre nobly got, 

| Or a noble fearre, is a good liurie of honor, 

So belike is that. 

flo. But it is your carbinado'd face. 

Laf. Let vs go fee 

your fonne I pray you, I long to talke 
With the yong noble fouldier. 

Clowne. ’Faith there’s a dozen of cm, with delicate 
fine hats, and mod courteous feathers, which bow the 
head, *nd nod at euerie man. 

Exeunt 


All's Well that endsff / ell. 


i/fflus Quintus. 


Mii« wear your fpiric, low 6 , 

But fince you haue made the daies and niX ; 

To wcare your gentle limbes in myaffayre, Sas ° n ', 

Be bold you do fo grow in my requital] * 

As nothing can vnrooteyou. In happ/ timA 
Enter a gentle jiftringer, * 

This man may help# me to his Ma.efticscare 
If he would fpend his power. God f auc vou fi 
Cent, And you. ^ nr * 

Het. Sir,I haue fcencyou in the Court of e 
Cent. I haue becne fometimes there rance> 
Hel I do prefume fir, that you are not faW 

Which lay nice manners by, I put you^to 
The vie ofyour owne vertues, for the which 
I fhall continue thankefull. 

Gent. What’s your will? 

Hel, That it will pleafe you 
To giue this poor* petition to the King j 
And ayde me with that ftore ofpower you W 
To come into his prefence. J Ue 

Gen. The Kings not heere. 

Hel. Not heere fir? 

Gen. Not indeed. 

He hence remou’d laft night, and withmorehaft 
Then is hwjrfe. 

W'sd. Lord how we loofe our paines. 

Hel. All’s well that ends well yet. 

Though time feeme fo aduerfe, and meaner vnfit; 

I do bcfeech you, whither is he gone? 

Gent. Marrie a-s I take it to RoftHion , 

Whither I am going. 

Hel. Idobeleech you fir. 

Since you aVe like to fee the King before me 
Commend the paper to his gracious hand/ 

Which I prefumc tTiail render you no blame, 

But rather make you thanke your paines fork 

I will come after you with what good fpeede’ 

Our meanes will make vs meanes. 

Gent. This lie do for you. 

Hel. And you (hall finde your felfe to be well thankt 
what e re fallcs more. We muft to horfe agaipe Go eo 
prouide. ’ ’ 6 ’ 

Enter flowne and ParroBes. 

Par. Good M r Lauatth giue my Lord Laftrt thisltt. 
ter, I haue crc now fir bcene better knowne to youthen 
! haue held familiaritic with frefher cloathes: but lira 
now fir muddied in fortunes mood, and finell Ibmtwhit 
ftrong of her ftrong difpleafure. 

Clo, Trucly, Fortunes difpleafureis butfluttifh ifit 
fmell fo ftrongly as thou fpeak’ftof: I will hencefoorth 
eatenoFifh of Fortunes butt’ripg, Pre thee alow the 
winde. 

Par. Nay you needenoe to ftopVour nofe finlfpalt 
but by a Metaphor. 

Clo. Indeed fir, if your Metaphor ftinke, I will Hop 
my nofe, o r againft any mans Metaphor.Prcche get thee 
further. for. 


All's IV ?// that ends JVdL 


- ' P 7./v^rfir ddiucr me this paper. 

If Coh prethee (land away: a paper from fortunes 
? ftook’ro giue to a Nobleman, Looke heere he 

Enter Lafew. 

. ri> ere is a purre of Fortunes fir, or of Fortunes 
c notaMufcat, that ha’s fain* into the vneleane 
Cat,bU ^ ofher difpleafure, and as he fayes is muddied 

11 W Pray you fir > vfe the Car P c aS S?" ’ r° r J* 

t !,ke a poore decayed, ingenious, foolilji, rafcally 
look T ^eDittichisdlftreffe inmyfmilcsof comfort, 
^fvlhimcoyour Lotdfhip. 

'/to' My Lord I am a man whom fortune hath cruel- 

Wff And what would you haue me to doe ? ’Tis too 
. ,„ 0 iire her nailes now. Wherein haue you played 
¥ knaue with fortune that (he ftiould fcratch you, who 
r/,ivit«isa good Lady, and would not haue knaucs 
Vue’one vnder ? There’s a Cardecue for you: Letthe 
Sices make you and fortune friends j I am for other 

b tflbereechyour honour to hearc mce oncfingle 

y 0U begge a fingle peny more: Come you fhall 

ha’t fauc your word. 

Ur. My name my good Lord is ParroBes. 

You begge more then word then. Cox my paf- 
fion, giue me your hand: How does your drumme? 

Tor. 0 my good Lord, you were the firft that found 

m Lof. Was I infooth?And I was the firft that loft thee. 

Pur. It lies in you my Lord to bring me in fome grace 
tor you did bring me out. 

Lof. Out vpon thee knaue, doeft thou put vponmee 
at once both the office ofGod and the diuel: one brings 
thee in grace, and the ether brings thee out. The Kings 
comming I know by his Trumpets. Sirrah, inquire fur¬ 
ther after me, 1 had talke of you laft night, though you 
art atbole and a knaue, you fhall cate, go too,follow. 
Tar. I prail'e God for you. 

Iicurtjh. Enter King, old Lady, Lnfero, the two French 
Lords, wstb attendants. 

Kin. We loft a Iewell of her, and our eftcemc 
Was made much poorer by it: but your fonne. 

As mad in folly, lack’d the fence to know 
Her eftimation home, 

OldLa. ’Tis paft my Liege, 

And Ibefeech your Maieftie to make it 
Naturall rebellion, done i’th blade of youth, 

When oyle and fire, too ftrong for reafons force, 
Ore-beares it, and burnes on. 

Kin. My honour’d Lady, 

Ihaueforgiuenand forgotten all. 

Though my reuenges were high bent vpon him. 

And watch’d the timeto (hoote. 

Lof. This I muft fay, 

iutfirftl begge my pardon: the yong Lord 
D id to his Maicfty, his Mother, and his Ladie, 

Offence of mighty note; but to himfclfe 
The greateft wrong of all. He loft a wife, 

VVhofe beauty did aftonifh the furuey 

Of richeft eies: whofe words all cares tookeeapxiue, 

Whofe deere perfe&ion,hearts that fcorn’d to ferue, 
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Humbly call’d Miftris. 

Kin. Praifing what is loft, 

Makes the remembrance decre. Well,call him hither. 
We are reconcil’d, and the firft view (hall kill 
All repetition: Let him not aske our pardon. 

The nature of his great offence is dead. 

And deeper then obiiuion, we do burie 
Th’inccnfing reliques ofit. Let him approach 
A ftranger, no offender; and informc him 
So ’tis our will he fiiould, 

Gent. I (hall my Liege. 1 

Kin. What fayes he to your daughter, 

Haue you fpoke ? 

Laf All that he is, hath reference Co your Highncs. 
Kin. Then tliall we baue a match. I haue letters fen; 
me, that fets him high in fame. 

Enter fount Bertram . 

Laf Helookes wellon’c. 

Kin. I am not a day of fcafon, 

For thou maift fee a fun-ftiine, and a haile 
In me at once: Buc to the brighteft beames 
Diftra&cd clouds giue way, loftand thou forth. 

The timeisfaircagainc. 

Her. My high repented blames 
Deere Soueraigoc pardon to me. 

Kin. All is whole, 

Not one word more of the confumed time, 

Let’s take the inftant by the forward top: 

For we are old, and on our quick’ft decrees 
Th’inaudible, and noifelefic foot oftime 
Steales, crewe can cffe&them. You remember 
The daughter of this Lord ? 

Herd Admiringly my Liege, at firft 
I ftucke my choice vpon her, ere my heart 
Durft make too bold a hcrauld of my tongue: 

Where the impreflionofmine eye enfixing, 

Contempt his fcornfull Perfpeftiue did lend me. 

Which warpe the line, of euerie other fauour, 

Scorn’d a fairc colour, or expreft it ftolnc, 

Extended or contrafted 3ll propouions 
To a moll hideous obied. Thence it came. 

That flhe whom all men prais’d, and whom my felfe, 
Since I haue loft, haue lou’d; was in mine eye 
The duft that did offend it. 

Kin. Well excus’d: 

That thou didft lone her, ftrikes fome fcores away 
From the great compt: but louc that comes too late. 
Like a remorfcfull pardon flowly carried 
To the great fender, turnes a fowre offence. 

Crying, that’s good that’s gone: Our raft: faults^ 

Make triuiall price of ferious things we haue. 

Not knowing them, vntill we know their graue. 

Oft our difpleafurcs to our fclues vninft, 

Dcftroy our friends, and after weep* their duft: 

Our owne loue waking, cries to fee what’s don,e 
While ftiamefull hate fleepet out the afternoone. 

Be this fweet Helens knell, and now forget her. 

Send forth your amorous token for fairt Maudlin , 

The maine confents are had, and heere wee’l flay 
To fee our widdowers fecond marriage day : 

Which bettltr then the firft, O deere heauen blcffe. 

Or, ere they meete in me, O Nature cefle. 1 

Laf. Come on my fonne, in whom my houfes name 
Muft be digefted: giue afauour from you 
To fparkle in the fpirits ofmy daughter. 

That 
























































































